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remember my official position. The Inspector is coming this
year and I must not run the risk of any scandal. I can only
come to you in the day-time." He thanked her for the cakes
she had sent. "But when I saw them/' he said, "I could not
help feeling sad. The Sixth Lady, when she was alive, was the
only person who ever made them for me. Now she is dead,
there is no one in my house who can do it."
"They are not hard to make, if you are careful about the
right proportions," Moonbeam said. "The melon-seeds I sent
you, I cracked with my own teeth. But I hear Beggar Ying
ate them all."
"He did. The rascal took two handfuls and left me hardly
any."
"Lucky for him," Moonbeam said. "I might have sent them
specially for him! Thank you very much for the coated plums.
My mother took some and found them very good indeed.
When she has a coughing fit, she coughs all through the
night and upsets everybody in the house. But one of those
coated plums in the mouth keeps her throat moist. My sister
and I did not take many of them. We gave the jar to my mother
because we thought it was good for her to take them morning
and night,"
"To-morrow, I will send another jar for yourselves,"
Hsi-m£n promised.
"Have you been to see Cassia lately?" the girl asked.
"I have not seen her since the funeral."
"Did she send any tea for the fifth 'week's mind'?"
"Yes, Li Ming brought it for her."
"I will tell you something," Moonbeam said, "if you
promise to keep it secret."
Hsi-mgn Ch'ing asked what it was, but Moonbeam thought
for a while and then said she would not tell him. "If I do,"
she said, "it will look as though I talk about the other girls
behind their backs."
Hsi-mfin put his arms round her. "Little oily mouth, tell
me what you were going to say. I won't say a word to
anybody."
They were talking when Ying Po-chueh burst into the
room. "Ah, you good people! So you leave us behind and
come here to talk secrets to one another?"

